THE   START

We hear the opening sentences of the burial
service and then the committal: 'We therefore
commit his body to the deep/ 'Let her go/ shouts
the mate.

There is a splash. A shark's fin cuts the surface
of the water like a knife. We rivet our eyes on the
horizon.

*To be turned into corruption . . . (when the sea
shall give up her dead)' continues the sailor. . . .
Will he never finish? I think. The iron deck is
almost red hot.

The soles of my feet are burning inside the rubber-
soled tennis shoes. Will he never end? 'Amen5
comes at last. We break off quietly,

'Come in and have drinks on me/ says the skipper,
leading the way to the little stuffy saloon which
recently served as a mortuary.

* Cocktails, Sam/ he shouts to his 'boy'. 'Yes,
sar, me coming, sar/ answers the yam-eating Yoruba
at the top of his shrill voice.

'What a peculiar voice he has/ I remark.

The skipper chuckles. 'Doctored by witch-
doctors in his youth, he had a curse on him and
IVe cursed him enough too!' he says.

*What happened?' I asked.

'He doesn't remember much, but somehow he
got to Lagos as a slave and escaped/

Sam arrives with a round of cocktails on a tray